b conftance of Cleveland. Or, 


A very excellent Sonnet of the moſt fair Lecy Conſtance of Cleveland, ard her dift2yal Knight 
To the Tune of, Crimſon Velvet, 
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1 T was a youthful Knight, Jamleff fozfſaken, thus replyed hr, 
lob'd a gallant Lady, Dthers they are taken, Ah my Love and dear, 
Fair the was and bzight, ah my love why doft thouſo? WMherekoze ſtap pou here, "I 
and ok vertues rare, Her flatterics believe not, refuſing me pour loving Mile, 
Her ſelfſhe did behave Come to me and prieve not, Foz an Parlots lake, 
lo courteouflp ag may be, wantons will thce overthrow, Which each one will take, (ftrife. 
Wedded they were brave, whoſe vile deeds p20voke much 
jop without compare; The Knight with his fair peice, Panp can atcuſe her, 
Bere began the grief, at length the Lady ſpled, O my love refuſe yer, | 
Paſn without relief, Who did him daily fleece with thy Lady home ward ga, 
her hug band ſon her love lojſook, of his wealth and ſteze. Her flatterics believe net, 
To women lewd of mind, Secretly he ſtsod Come to me and grie ve not, 
Being bad intl in'd, while ſhe her kachlong tried, wantons will thec overthrow. 
be onelp lent a pleaſant look; With a patient mind 
The Lady ſhe ſat weeping, while deep the ſtrumpet [woze. All in a furp then 
UWhile that he was keeping O ftr Knight, quoth We, the angry Knight up far ted, 
company with others moe, S0 dearly J lobe thee, Very furious when 
Her words my love bclieve not, my life doth reſt at thy diſpoſe. he heard his Ladies ſpeech, 
Come to me and grieve not, By day and eke by night With manp bitter terms 
wantons will thee overthrow. Foz thy ſweet delight, his Wife he ever chwarted, 
thou Ghalt me in thy arms incloſe. Aung hard extreams, 
Dis fair Ladſes Mozdg J am thine fo ever, while che did him beleech, 
nothing he regarded, Still A will perſever From her neck ſo white, 
Wantonneſs affozds true to ther where ert J go. Pe took away in lpight, 
ſuch delightful ſpozt. Her flatteries believe f ot, ber curivus chain of pureſt gold, 
While they dance and ſing, Cometo me and pricve not, Her jtwels and her rings, 
with great mirth pꝛepartd wantons will thee ove: throw. And all ſuch coſtly things, 
She her hands did wing as he about her din behold. 
in moſt grievous loit The vertuous Ladp mild, The Yarlot in her pꝛelente, 
O what hap had J, enters then among them, We did gentle reverence, 
Thug to wail and cry Bring big with child, and to her he gave them all. 
unreſpeced every day, | as eber ſhe might be, He ſent away his Lady, 


Living in diſdain, - With diftiling tears Full of woe as may be, _ (fall, 
While that others gain ſhe looked then upon them, who in a {wound with grief did 
all the right J ſhould enjoy. Filled full of fears 
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AL the Ladies wrong, A young and pꝛoper Lay, O my Liege, quoth ſhe, 
the Barlot fleer'd and laughed, they had flatn in ſecret, grant your gracious 
Enticements art ſo ffrong, Foz the Gold he had, tear ze is to me, 
they overeome che wilt; whom thep did contey, though he did me wyong, 
The Knight nothing regarded, By a Rudfion lude The King replp'd again, 
to ſee the Lady ſcoffed, to that piate dirtaly with a tern behaviour, 
Thus was (be regarded Where the youthful Kalght A Subjta he hath lain, 
foz her enterpzizt. laſt efleeping lay. dye he Wall er? long, 
The Varlot all this ſpace, Tye bloody Dagger than Except thou can find, 
Did him oft imbꝛatt, Where with they kilb che Pan, Any one ſo kind, 
the flatters him and thus doth ſap, hard by the Knight he likwite laid that will dye and let him free, 
Foz thee ifle dye and live, Spyinkling him with bid, Noble King ſhe ſa(d, 
Foz thee my faith wle give, As he thought it god, Glad am J apaſd, 
ns wo ſhall wozk my loves detay; and then no longer there he Raid, Chat lame perſon will J be. 
Thou ſhalt be my trealure, The Knight being lo abuſed, I will ſuffer duly, 
Thou ſbalt be my pleaſure, Mas fozthwith accuſed J will ſutker truly, 
thou ſhalt be my hearts delight, —fo2 this murder which was dene, {oz mp love and hugbands ſake, 
J will be thy darling, And be was condemned, The King thereat amazed, 
I will be thy Mozldling, Chat had no offendey, Though he her beauty pꝛalltd, 
in diſpight of foztunes ſpigbt. Gametul death he might not (tin, be bad from theace they (hould her 
(tate 
Thus he did remain, When the Lady bzight, It was the Kings tonunand 
in waſtlul great expences, underftod the matter, on the mozrow after, 
Til it bꝛed his pain, That her weded Knight, Sþt ſhould out ok hand 
and conſum d him quite : was con demn'b to dye : to the Scaffold go: 
When his Lands were (peat, To the King ſhe went, Ver Hus band was 
troubled in his ſences, with all the (ped that might be, do bear the Swo2d bef1e her, 
Then did he repent Mere Ge did lament, De muſt eke alalg 
of his late lewd Life, her Fard deftiny: give the deadly blow; 
Foy rilief he hies, Noble King ( quoth ſhe) Be refuC'd the derd, 
Foz reliefhe flies, (Gold,Pitty take on me, She bid him pꝛoceed, 
to chem on whom he ſpent his and pardon mp peo; husbands life, with a thoſand kiſſes ſweet, 
They do kim deny, Elle J am undone, Jn this woful caſe, 
They ds him deffe, With wy little Son, They did both imbzate, (plate 
thep will not once bis face behold. let mercy mittigate this grief ; which mov'd the Ruffiong in that 
Being thus diſtrelled, LAdp fair content thee, Straight foz to diſcover, 
Being thus oppꝛeſſed, Soon thou wouldf repent thee, This concealed murder, 
in {her fields that night he lay, if he ſhould be ſaved lo; wherebp the Lady ſaved was, 
Which the Parlot knowing, Soze he hath abul'd thee, The Harlot then was hanged, 
Though her malice growing, £01e he hath miſug'd thee, As ſhe well delerved 


ſought to take his like awap. therekoze Lady let him go. this did vertue bing to paſs, 
Printed for F. Coles, T, Vere, J. Wright, and J. Clarke, | 


